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I have always been a strong believer in the
supernatural, and in the help and protection which
comes to us from sources beyond this world. Many
incidents and events, directly or indirectly affecting
myself, have further strengthened that belief.
On one occasion, when I had made all arrangements
to leave Rome for London, I suddenly awoke at
five o'clock on the morning of my planned departure
with a curious conviction that I must not travel.
And so I turned over and went to sleep again. Instead
of going to London, I spent the day with friends,
to whom I explained my reasons for not leaving.
They treated the matter as a joke, enjoyed a
hearty laugh at my expense, and recommended me
not to give way to absurd fancies.
After dinner that night, when the evening papers
were brought to us, we read on the front page, printed
in heavy type, the news of a terrible railway accident.
The Rome-Turin express had crashed head-on with
another train.
There was a ghastly list of dead and injured. My
friends were stunned and thankful that this great gift
of intuition had been given to me.
Soon after my father's death I had moved into a
flat, above the one of Countess Sgariglia, taking with
me my father's old valet and my personal maid.
My cousin possessed a fine country house at Ascoli,
which I visited many times ; this valuable property
possessed excellent shooting. The Countess, being
very religious, left it all to a convent.
As my mother was still in England and too ill to
travel, the care of the estate was left entirely in the
hands of my guardians. It was a sad day for me
when, in 1925, " Repasto " had to be sold.